
 
Gr. 2, Theme 1, Story 3 

Mrs. Brown Went to Town, Fluency 
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Mrs. Brown lives             in the barn out back            with a cow,           two pigs, 

three ducks,             and a yak.              Life on the farm              

wasn’t always this way.            Everything changed               just last Saturday.            

When riding her bicycle             down the street,               a terrier tasted            

Mrs. Brown’s feet.               In a hospital bed            she rested,                  

waiting to be               x-rayed and tested.                Mrs. Brown sent             

word in a letter           to say she’d come home,          when she was better.        

The postman delivered               the letter out back           for a cow,  

two pigs,                   three ducks,            and a yak.           All the animals, 

except for a mouse,              voted to move into          Mrs. Brown’s house.  

They rang the doorbell           to hear the chimes,               flushed the toilet 

one hundred times,              raced up the stairs,         came sliding back down, 

each one wearing                    a different gown,             took turns bouncing 

on Mrs. Brown’s bed,               painted the house              in matching barn red.  

They raided the pantry,             prepared a snack for a cow,         two pigs, 

three ducks,                 and a yak.         In the bathroom      

 they played for hours           putting on makeup         and taking long showers.  

They dried off              in front of a roaring fire,                 warm and cozy  

but beginning to tire,              tiptoed upstairs by candlelight,  

borrowed pajamas                    to wear for the night. 
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